DUAR ADI AICPE BACAR USMS ANRITSU 


he Caribbean folktale about what happens to the greedy spider 
man Anansi when he encounters Dry Bone is one of the eeriest, 
most sinister I’ve ever read. In my novel Midnight Robber, the 
heroine Tan-Tan discovers that her deeds are becoming so legendary 
that they're passing into folklore. Tan-Tan hears a tale about herself 
that refers to incidents in her life, but which casts them as fable. 
People are beginning to confuse her in their minds with Anansi. 


GRATE TAN LETT FARE SR CLES ES OTE 


TAN-TAN AND DRY BONE 


l, you only see Dry Bone: one meager man, with arms 
and legs thin so like matches stick, and what a way the 
man face just a-hang down till it favour jackass when 
him sick! 

Duppy Dead Town is where people go when life boof 
them, when hope left them and happiness cut she eye 
‘pon them and strut away. Duppy Dead people drag 
them foot when them walk. The food them cook taste 
like burial ground ashes. Duppy Dead people have one 
foot in the world and the next one already crossing the 
threshold to where the real duppy-them living. In 
Duppy Dead Town them will tell you how it ain't have 
no way to get away from Dry Bone the skin-and-bone 
man, for even if you lock you door on him, him body so 
fine him could slide through the crack and all to pass 
inside your house. 


148 Nalo Hopkinson 


Dry Bone sit down there on one little wooden crate 
in the open market in Duppy Dead Town. Him a-think 
about food. Him hungry so till him belly a-burn him, 
till it just a-prowl round inside him rib cage like angry 
bush cat, till it clamp on to him backbone, and a-sit 
there so and a-growl. 

And all the time Dry Bone sitting down there in the 
market, him just a-watch the open sky above him, for 
Dry Bone nah like that endless blue. Him ’fraid him will 
just fall up into it and keep falling. 

Dry Bone feel say him could eat two-three of that 
market woman skinny little fowl-them, feathers and all, 
then wash them down with a dry-up breadfruit from the 
farmer cart across the way, raw and hard just so, and 
five-six of them wrinkle-up string mango from the fruit 
stand over there. Dry Bone coulda never get enough 
food, and right now, all like how him ain’t eat for days, 
even Duppy Dead people food looking good. But him 
nah have no money. The market people wouldn’t even 
prekkay ’pon him, only a-watch him like stray dog so 
him wouldn’t fast himself and thief away any of them 
goods. In Duppy Dead Town them had a way to say if 
you only start to feed Dry Bone, you can’t stop, and you 
pickney-them go starve, for him will eat up all your pro- 
visions. And then them would shrug and purse-up them 
mouth, for them know say hunger is only one of the 
crosses Duppy Dead pickney go have to bear. 

Duppy Dead Town ain’t know it waiting; waiting for 
the one name Tan-Tan. 

So—it had Dry Bone sitting there, listening to he 
belly bawl. And is so Tan-Tan find he, cotch-up on the 
wooden crate like one big black anansi-spider. 
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Dry Bone watch the young woman dragging she sad 
self into the market like monkey riding she back. She 
nah have no right to look downpressed so; she body tall 
and straight like young cane, and she legs strong. But 
the look on she pretty face favour puppy what lose it 
mother, and she carrying she hand on she machite 
handle the way you does put your hand on your friend 
shoulder. Dry Bone sit up straight. He lick he lips. A 
stranger in Duppy Dead Town, one who ain’t know to 
avoid he. One who can’t see she joy for she sorrow; the 
favourite meat of the one name Dry Bone. He know she 
good. Dry Bone know all the souls that feed he. He rec- 
ognize she so well, he discern she name in the curve of 
she spine. So Dry Bone laugh, a sound like the dust 
blowin’ down in the dry gully. “Girl pickney Tan-Tan,” 
he whisper, “I go make you take me on this day. And 
when you pick me up, you pick up trouble.” 

He call out to Tan-Tan, “My beautiful one; you 
enjoying the day?” 

Tan-Tan look at the little fine-foot man, so meager 
you could nearly see through he. “What you want, 
Grandpa?” she ask. 

Dry Bone smile when she say “Grandpa.” True, 
Duppy Dead townspeople have a way to say that Dry 
Bone older than Death it own self. “Well doux-doux 
darlin’, me wasn’t going to say nothing; but since you 
ask, beg you a copper to buy something to eat, nuh? | 
ain’t eat from mornin’.” 

Now, Tan-Tan heart soft. Too besides, she figure 
maybe if she help out this old man who look to be on 
he last legs, she go ease up the curse on she a little. For 
you must know the story ’bout she, how she kill she 
only family on New Half Way Tree. Guilt nearly 
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breaking she heart in two, but to make it worse, the 
douen people nah put a curse on she when she do the 
deed? Yes, man: She couldn’t rest until she save two 
people life to make up for the one she did kill. Every- 
where she go, she could hear the douen chant following 


she: 


It ain’t have no magic in do-feh-do. 
If you take one, you mus’ give back two. 


Tan-Tan reach into she pocket to fling the old man 
couple-three coppers. But she find it strange that he 
own people wasn’t feeding he. So she raise she voice to 
everyone in the market place: “How oonuh could let 
this old man sit here hungry so? Oonuh not shame?” 

“Lawd, Missus,” say the woman selling the fowl, “you 
ain’t want to mix up with he. That is Dry Bone, and 
when you pick he up, you pick up trouble!” 

“What stupidness you talking, woman? Hot sun 
make you bassourdie, or what? How much trouble so 
one little old man could give you?” 

A man frying some hard johnny cake on a rusty piece 
of galvanized iron look up from he wares. “You should 
listen when people talk to you, girl pickney. Make I tell 
you: You even self touch Dry: Bone, is like you touch 
Death. Don’t say nobody ain’t tell you!” 

Tan-Tan look down at the little old man, just 
holding he belly and waiting for somebody to take pity 
on he. Tan-Tan kiss she teeth stewups. “Oonuh too 
craven, you hear? Come, Daddy. I go buy you a meal, 
and I go take you where I staying and cook it up nice for 
you. All right?” 

Dry Bone get excited one time; he almost have she 
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now! “Thank you, my darlin’. Granny Nanny bless you, 
doux-doux. | ain’t go be plenty trouble. Beg you though, 
sweetheart: Pick me up. Me old bones so weak with 
hunger, | ain’t think [ could make the walk back to your 
place. | is only a little man, halfway a duppy meself. You 
could lift me easy.” 

“You mean to say these people make you stay here 
and get hungry so till you can’t walk?” Tan-Tan know 
say she could pick he up; after he the smallest man she 
ever see. 

The market go quiet all of a sudden. Everybody only 
waiting to see what she go do. Tan-Tan bend down to 
take the old man in she arms. Dry Bone reach out and 
hold on to she. As he touch she, she feel a coldness 
wrap round she heart. She pick up the old man, and is 
like she pick up all the cares of the world. She make a 
joke of it, though: “Eh-eh, Pappy, you heavier than you 
look, you know!” ~ = 

That is when she hear Dry Bone voice good, whis- 
pering inside she head, sht-sht-sht, like dead leaf on a 
dead tree. And she realise that all this time she been 
talking to he, she never see he lips move. “I name Dry 
Bone,” the old man say, “I old like Death, and when you 
pick me up, you pick up trouble. You ain’t go shake me 
loose until I suck out all your substance. Feed me, Tan- 
Tan.” 

And Tan-Tan feel Dry Bone getting heavier and 
heavier, but she couldn’t let he go. She feel the weight 
of all the burdens she carrying: alone, stranded on New 
Half Way Tree with a curse on she head, a spiteful 
woman so ungrateful she kill she own family. 

“Feed me, Tan-Tan, or I go choke you.” He wrap he 
arms tight round she neck and cut off she wind. She 
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stumble over to the closest market stall. The lady 
selling the fowl back away, she eyes rolling with fright. 
Gasping for air, Tan-Tan stretch out she hand and feel 
two dead fowl. She pick them up off the woman stand. 
Dry Bone chuckle. He loosen up he arms just enough to 
let she get some air. He grab one fowl and stuff it into 
he mouth, feathers and all. He chew, then he swallow. 
“More, Tan-Tan. Feed me.” He choke she again. 

She body crying for breath, Tan-Tan stagger from 
one market stall to the next. All the higglers fill up a 
market basket for she. Them had warn she, but she 
never listen. None of them would take she money. Dry 
Bone let she breathe again. “Now take me home, Tan- 
Tan.” 

Tan-Tan grab the little man round he waist and try 
to dash he off, but she hand stick to he like he was tar 
baby. He laugh in she mind, the way ground puppy does 
giggle when it see carrion. “You pick me up by your own 
free will. You can’t put me down. Take me home, Tan- 
cere” 

Tan-Tan turn she feet towards she little hut in the 
bush, and with every step she take along the narrow 
gravel path into the bush, Dry Bone only getting heavier. 
Tan-Tan mother did never want she; lone make Antonio 
kidnap she away to New Half Way Tree. Even she daddy 
who did say he love she used to beat she, and worse 
things too besides. Tan-Tan never see the singing tree 
she always pass by on she way home, with the wind 
playing like harp in the leaves, or the bright blue furry 
butterflies that always used to sweet she, flitting through 
the bush carrying the flowers they gather in their little 
hands. With Dry Bone on her back and the full market 


basket in her arms, Tan-Tan had was to use she shoulders 
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to shove aside the branches to make she way to she hut. 
Branches reach out bony fingers to pull at she dreads, but 
she ain’t feel that pain. She only feel the pain of knowing 
what she is, a worthless, wicked woman that only good 
to feed a duppy like Dry Bone. How anybody could love 
she? She don’t deserve no better. 

“Make haste, woman,” Dry Bone snarl. “And keep 
under the trees, you hear? I want to get out from under 
the open sky.” 

By the time them reach the thatch hut standing all 
by itself in the bush, Tan-Tan back did bend with the 
weight of all she was carrying. It feel like Dry Bone get 
bigger, oui? Tan-Tan stand up outside she home, 
panting under the weight of she burdens. 

“Take me inside, Tan-Tan. I prefer to be out of the 
air.” 

“Yes, Dry Bone.” Wheezing, she climb up the 
verandah steps and carry he inside the dark, mean one- 
room hut, exactly the kind of place where a worthless 
woman should live. One break-seat chair for sit in; a old 
ticking mattress for when sleep catch she; two rusty 
hurricane lamp with rancid oil inside them, one for 
light the inside of the hut, and one for light outside 
when night come, to keep away the ground puppy and 
mako jumbie-them; a dirty coal-pot, and a bucket full of 
stale water with dead spider and thing floating on top. 
Just good for she. With all the nice things she steal from 
people, she ain’t keep none for she self, but only giving 
them away all the time. 

Dry Bone voice fill up the inside of she head again: 
“Put me on the mattress. It look softer than the chair. Is 
there I go stay from now on.” 
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“Yes, Dry Bone.” She find she could put he down, 
but the weight ain’t lift from off she. Is like she still 
carrying he, a heaviness next to she heart, and getting 
heavier. 

“[ hungry, Tan-Tan. Cook up that food for me. All of 
it, you hear?” 

“Yes, Dry Bone.” And Tan-Tan pluck the fowl, and 
chop off the head, and gut out the insides. She make a 
fire outside the hut. She roast the fowl and she boil 
water for topi-tambo root, and she bake a breadfruit. 

“T want johnnycake, too.” 

So Tan-Tan find she one bowl and she fry pan, and 
she little store of flour and oil, and she carry water and 
make dumpling and put it to fry on the fire. And all she 
working, she could hear Dry Bone whispering in she 
head like knowledge: “Me know say what you is, Tan- 
Tan. Me know how you worthless and your heart hard. 
Me know you could kill just for so, and you don’t look 
out for nobody but yourself. You make a mistake when 
you pick me up. You pick up trouble.” 

When she done cook the meal, she ain’t self have 
enough plate to serve it all one time. She had was to 
bring a plate of food in to Dry Bone, make he eat it, and 
take it outside and fill it up again. Dry Bone swallow 
every last johhnycake whole. He chew up the topi- 
tambo, skin and all, and nyam it down. He ain’t even 
wait for she to peel the roast breadfruit, he pop it into 
he maw just so. He tear the meat from the chicken 
bone, then he crunch up the bone-them and all. And 
all he eat, he belly getting round and hard, but he arms 
and legs only getting thinner and thinner. Still, Tan- 
Tan could feel the weight of he resting on she chest till 
she could scarcely breathe. 
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“That not enough,” Dry Bone say. “Is where the fowl 
guts-them there?” 

“T wrap them up in leaf and bury them in the back,” 
Tan-Tan mumble. 

“Dig them up and bring them for me.” 

“You want me to cook them in the fire?” 

“No, stupid one, hard-ears one,” Dry Bone say in he 
sandpaper voice. “I ain’t tell you to cook them. I go eat 
them raw just so.” 

She own-way, yes, and stupid too. Is must be so. Tan- 
Tan hang she head. She dig up the fowl entrails and 
bring them back. Dry Bone suck down the rank meat, 
toothless gums smacking in the dark hut. He pop the 
bitter gallbladder in he mouth like a sea grape and 
swallow that too. “Well,” he say, “that go do me for 
now, but a next hour or two, and you going to feed me 
again. [t ain’t look like you have plenty here to eat, eh, 
Tan-Tan? You best go and find more before evening 
come.” 

That is all she good for. Tan-Tan know she best be 
grateful Dry Bone even let she live. She turn she weary 
feet back on the path to Duppy Dead Town. She feel the 
weight on she dragging she down to the ground. Branch 
scratch up she face, and mosquito bite she, and when she 
reach where she always did used to find Duppy Dead 
Town, it ain’t have nothing there. The people pick up 
lock, stock, and barrel and left she in she shame with Dry 
Bone. Tears start to track down Tan-Tan face. She weary, 
she weary can’t done, but she had was to feed the little 
duppy man. Lazy, the voice in she head say. What a way 
this woman could run from a little hard work! Tan-Tan 
drag down some net vine from out a tree and weave she- 


self a basket. She search the bush. She find two-three 
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mushroom under some rockstone, and a halwa tree with 
a half-ripe fruit on it. She throw she knife and stick a fat 
guinea lizard. Dry Bone go eat the bones and all. Maybe 
that would full he belly. 

And is so the days go for she. So Dry Bone eat, so he 
hungry again one time. Tan-Tan had was to catch and kill 
and gut and cook, and she only get time to sneak a little 
bite for sheself was when Dry Bone sleeping, but it seem 
like he barely sleep at all. He stretch out the whole day 
and night on Tan-Tan one bed, giving orders. Tan-Tan 
had to try and doze the long nights through in the break- 
seat chair or on the cold floor, and come ’fore day 
morning, she had was to find sheself awake one time, to 
stoke up the fire and start cooking all over again. And 
what a way Dry Bone belly get big! Big like a watermelon. 
But the rest of he like he wasting away, just a skin-and- 
bone man. Sometimes, Tan-Tan couldn’t even self see he 
in the dark hut; only a belly sticking up on the bed. 

One time, after he did guzzle down three lizard, two 
breadfruit, a gully hen, and four gully hen eggs, Dry Bone 
sigh and settle back down on the bed. He close he eyes. 

Tan-Tan walk over to the bed. Dry Bone ain’t move. 
She wave she hand in front of he face. He ain’t open he 
eyes. Maybe he did fall to sleep? Maybe she could run 
away now? Tan-Tan turn to creep out the door, and four 
bony fingers grab she round she arm and start to 
squeeze. “You can’t run away, Tan-Tan. I go follow you. 
You have to deal with me.” 

Is must be true. Dry Bone was she sins come to haunt 
she, to ride she into she grave. Tan-Tan ain’t try to get 
away no more, but late at night, she weep bitter, bitter 
tears. 

One day, she had was to go down to the river to dip 
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some fresh water to make soup for Dry Bone. As she 
lean out over the river with she dipping bowl, she see a 
reflection in the water: Master Johncrow the corbeau- 
bird, the turkey buzzard, perch on a tree branch, looking 
for carrion for he supper. He bald head gleaming in the 
sun like a hard boil egg. He must be feeling hot in he 
black frock coat, for he eyes look sad, and he beak 
drooping like candle wax. Tan-Tan remember she man- 
ners. “Good day to you, Sir Buzzard,” she say. “How do?” 

“Not so good, eh?” Master Johncrow reply. “I think I 
going hungry today. All I look, I can’t spy nothing dead 
or even ready to dead. You feeling all right, Tan-Tan?” 
he ask hopefully. 

“Yes, Master Buzzard, thanks Nanny.” 

“But you don’t look too good, you know. Your eyes 
sink back in your head, and your skin all grey, and you 
walking with a stoop. I could smell death around here 
yes, and it making me hungry.” 

“Is only tired I tired, sir. Dry Bone latch onto me, and 
I can’t get any rest, only feeding he day and night.” 

“Dry Bone?” The turkey buzzard sit up straight on he 
perch. Tan-Tan could see a black tongue snaking in and 
out of he mouth with excitement. 

“Seen, Master Buzzard. I is a evil woman, and [ must 
pay for my corruption by looking after Dry Bone. It go 
drive me to me grave, I know, then you go have your 
meal.” 

“T ain’t know about you and any corruption, doux- 
doux.” Johncrow leap off the tree branch and flap down 
to the ground beside Tan-Tan. “You smell fresh like the 
living to me.” Him nearly big as she, he frock-coat 
feathers rank and raggedy, and she could smell the car- 
rion on he. Tan-Tan step back a little. 
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“You don’t know the wicked things I do,” she say. 

“If a man attack you, child, don’t you must defend 
yourself? I know this, though: I ain’t smell no rottenness 
on you, and that is my favourite smell. If you dead soon, 
I go thank you for your thoughtfulness with each taste 
of your entrails, but I go thank you even more if you 
stay alive long enough to deliver Dry Bone to me.” 

“How you mean, Master Crow?” 

“Dry Bone did dead and rotten long before Nanny 
was a girl, but him living still. Him is the sweetest meat 
for a man like me. I could feed off Dry Bone for the rest 
of my natural days, and him still wouldn’t done. Is years 
now I trying to catch he for me larder. Why you think 
he so ’fraid the open sky? Open sky is home to me. Do 
me this one favour, nuh?” 

Tan-Tan feel hope start to bud in she heart. 

“What you want me to do, Master Crow?” 

“Just get he to come outside in your yard, and I go do 
the rest.” 

So the two of them make a plan. And before he fly 
off Master Johncrow say to she, “Like Dry Bone not the 
only monkey that a-ride your back, child. You carrying 
around a bigger burden than he. And me nah want that 
one there. It ain’t smell dead, but like it did never live. 
Best you go find Papa Bois.”. 

“And who is Papa Bois, sir?” 

“The old man of the bush, the one who does look 
after all the beast-them. He could look into your eyes, 
and see your soul, and tell you how to cleanse it.” 

Tan-Tan ain’t like the sound of someone examining 
she soul, so she only say politely, “Thank you, Master 
Johncrow. Maybe I go do that.” 

“All right then, child. Till later.” And Master Buz- 
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zard fly off to wait until he part of the plan com- 
mence. 

Tan-Tan scoop up the water for the soup to carry 
back to she hut, feeling almost happy for the first time 
in weeks. On the way home, she fill up she carry sack 
with a big, nice halwa fruit, three handful of mushroom, 
some coco yam that she dig up, big so like she head, and 
all the ripe hog plum she could find on the ground. She 
go make Dry Bone eat till he foolish, oui? 

When she reach back at the hut, she set about she 
cooking with a will. She boil up the soup thick and 
nice with mushroom and coco yam and cornmeal 
dumpling. She roast the halwa fruit in the coal pot, 
and she sprinkle nutmeg and brown sugar on top of it 
too besides, till the whole hut smell sweet with it 
scent. She wash the hog plum clean and put them in 
she best bowl. And all the time she work, she hum- 
ming to sheself: 


Corbeau say so, it must be so, 
Corbeau say so, it must be so. 


Dry Bone sprawl off on she bed and just a-watch she 
with him tiny jumby-bead eye, red with a black centre. 
“How you happy so?” 

Tan-Tan catch sheself. She mustn’t make Dry Bone 
hear Master Johncrow name. She make she mouth 
droop and she eyes sad, and she say, “Me not really 
happy, Dry Bone. Me only find when me sing, the work 
go little faster.” 

Dry Bone still suspicious, though. “Then is what that 
you singing? Sing it louder so I could hear.” 

“Is a song about making soup.” Tan-Tan sing for he: 
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Coco boil so, is so it go, 
Coco boil so, is so it go. 


“Cho! Stupid woman. Just cook the food fast, you 
hear?” 

“Yes, Dry Bone.” She leave off singing. Fear form a 
lump of ice in she chest. Suppose Dry Bone find she 
out? 

Tan-Tan finish preparing the meal as fast as she 
could. She take it to Dry Bone right there on the 
bed. 

By now, Dry Bone skin did draw thin like paper on he 
face. He eyes did disappear so far back into he head that 
Tan-Tan could scarce see them. She ain’t know what 
holding he arms and legs-them together, for it look as 
though all the flesh on them waste away. Only he belly 
still bulging big with all the food she been cooking for he. 
If Tan-Tan had buck up a thing like Dry Bone in the 
bush, she would have take it for a corpse, dead and rot- 
ting in the sun. Dry Bone, the skin-and-bone man. To 
pick he up was to pick up trouble, for true. 

Dry Bone bare he teeth at Tan-Tan in a skull grin. 
“Like you cook plenty this time, almost enough for a 
snack. Give me the soup first.” He take the whole pot 
in he two hand, put it to he head, and drink it down hot 
hot just so. He never even self stop to chew the coco 
yam and dumpling, he just swallow. When he put down 
the pot and belch, Tan-Tan see steam coming out of he 
mouth, the soup did so hot. He scoop out all the insides 
of the halwa fruit with he bare hand, and he chew up 
the hard seed-them like them was fig. Then he eat the 
thick rind. And so he belly getting bigger. He suck 
down the hog plum one by one, then he just let go Tan- 
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Tan best bowl. She had was to catch it before it hit the 
ground and shatter. 

Dry Bone lie back and sigh. “That was good. It cut 
me hunger little bit. In two-three hour, I go want more 
again.” 

Time was, them words would have hit Tan-Tan like 
blow, but this time, she know what she have to do. “Dry 
Bone,” she say in a sweet voice, “you ain’t want to go 
out onto the verandah for a little sun while | cook your 
next meal?” 

Dry Bone open he eyes up big big. Tan-Tan could see 
she death in them cold eyes. “Woman, you crazy? Go 
outside? Like you want breeze blow me away, or what? I 
comfortable right here.” He close he eyes and settle 
back down in the bed. 

She try a next thing. “I want to clean the house, 
Master. I need to make up the bed, put on clean sheets 
for you. Make me just cotch you on the verandah for 
two little minutes while I do that, nuh?” 

“Don’t get me vex.” Tan-Tan feel he choking weight 
on she spirit squeeze harder. Only two-three sips of air 
making it past she throat. 

The plan ain’t go work. Tan-Tan start to despair. 
Then she remember how she used to love to play 
masque Robber Queen when she was a girl-pickney, 
how she could roll pretty words around in she mouth 
like marble, and make up any kind of story. She had a 
talent for the Robber Queen patter. Nursie used to say 
she could make yellow think it was red. “But Dry 
Bone,” she wheeze, “look at how nice and strong | build 
my verandah, fit to sit a king. Look at how it shade off 
from the sun.” She gasp for a breath, just a little breath 
of air. “No glare to beware, no open sky to trouble you, 
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only sweet breeze to dance over your face, to soothe you 
as you lie and daydream. Ain’t you would like me to 
carry you out there to lounge off in the wicker chair, 
and warm your bones little bit, just sit and contemplate 
your estate? It nice and warm outside today. You could 
hear the gully hens-them singing cocorico, and the 
guinea lizards-them just a-relax in the sun hot and 
drowse. It nice out there for true, like a day in heaven. 
Nothing to cause you danger. Nothing to cause you 
harm. I could carry you out there in my own two arm, 
and put you nice and comfortable in the wicker chair, 
with two pillow at your back for you to rest back on, a 
king on he own throne. Ain’t you would like that?” 

Dry Bone smile. The tightness in she chest ease up 
little bit. “All right, Tan-Tan. You getting to know how 
to treat me good. Take me outside. But you have to 
watch out after me. No make no open sky catch me. 
Remember, when you pick me up, you pick up trouble! 
If you ain’t protect me, you go be sorry.” 

“Yes, Dry Bone.” She pick he up. He heavy like a 
heart attack from all the food he done eat already. She 
carry he out onto the verandah and put he in the wicker 
chair with two pillow at he back. 

Dry Bone lean he dead-looking self back in the chair 
with a peaceful smile on he face. “Yes, I like this. Maybe 
I go get you to bring me my food out here from now on.” 

Tan-Tan give he some cool sorrel drink in a cup to 
tide he over till she finish cook, then she go back inside 
the hut to start cooking again. And as she cooking, she 
singing soft-soft, 


Corbeau say so, it must be so, 
Corbeau say so, it must be so. 
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And she only watching at the sky through the one 
little window in the hut. Suppose Master Johncrow 
ain’t come? 

“Woman, the food ready yet?” Dry Bone call out. 

“Nearly ready, Dry Bone.” Is a black shadow that she 
see in the sky? It moving? It flying their way? No. Just a leaf 
blowing in the wind. “The chicken done. stew!” she 
called out to the verandah. I making the dumpling 
now!” And she hum she tune, willing Master Johncrow 
to hear. 

A-what that? Him come? No, only one baby raincloud 
scudding by. “Dumpling done! I frying the banana!” 

“What a way you taking long today,” grumbled Dry 
Bone. 

Yes. Coasting in quiet-quiet on wings the span of a 
big man, Master Johncrow the corbeau-bird float 
through the sky. From her window Tan-Tan see him 
land on the bannister rail right beside Dry Bone, so soft 
that the duppy man ain’t even self hear he. She heart 
start dancing in she chest, light and airy like a masque 
band flag. Tan-Tan tiptoe out to the front door to watch 
the drama. 

Dry Bone still have he eyes closed. Master Johncrow 
stretch he long, picky-picky wattle neck and look right 
into Dry Bone face, tender as a lover. He black tongue 
snake out to lick one side of he pointy beak, to clean 
out the corner of one eye. “Ah, Dry Bone,” he say, and 
he voice was the wind in dry season, “so long I been 
waiting for this day.” 

Dry Bone open up he eye. Him two eyes make four 
with Master Johncrow own. He scream and try to 
scramble out the chair, but he belly get too heavy for he 
skin-and-bone limbs. “Don’t touch me!” he shout. 
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“When you pick me up, you pick up trouble! Tan-Tan, 
come and chase this buzzard away!” But Tan-Tan ain’t 
move. 

Striking like a serpent, Master Johncrow trap one 
of Dry Bone arm in he beak. Tan-Tan hear the arm 
snap like twig, and Dry Bone scream again. “You can’t 
pick me up! You picking up trouble!” But Master 
Johncrow haul Dry Bone out into the yard by he 
break arm, then he fasten onto the nape of Dry Bone 
neck with he claws. He leap into the air, dragging 
Dry Bone up with him. The skin-and-bone man fall 
into the sky in truth. 

As he flap away over the trees with he prize, Tan-Tan 
hear he chuckle. “Ah, Dry Bone, you dead thing, you! 
‘Trouble sweet to me like the yolk that did sustain me. Is 
trouble you swallow to make that belly so fat? Ripe like 
a watermelon. I want you to try to give me plenty, 
plenty trouble. | want you to make it last a long time.” 

Tan-Tan sit down in the wicker chair on the 
verandah and watch them flying away till she couldn't 
hear Dry Bone screaming no more and Master John- 
crow was only a black speck in the sky. She whisper to 
sheself: 


Corbeau say so, it must be so, 

Please, Johncrow, take Dry Bone and 20, 
Tan-Tan say so, 

Tan-Tan beg so. 


Tan-Tan went inside and look at she little home. It 
wouldn’t be plenty trouble to make another window to 
let in more light. Nothing would be trouble after living 
with the trouble of Dry Bone. She go make the window 
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tomorrow, and the day after that, she go re-cane the 
break-seat chair. 

Tan-Tan pick up she kerosene lamp and went outside 
to look in the bush for some scraper grass to polish the 
rust off it. That would give she something to do while 
she think about what Master Johncrow had tell she. 
Maybe she would even go find this Papa Bois, oui? 


Wire bend, 
Story end. 


